I agreed to meet her. It was at his doctoral graduation ceremony, in April of 1976, that I first made her acquaintance. Her name was Mathematica (in German, Horst always called her "Meine Verlobte, die Mathematik"), and her appearance was somewhat unusual. She wore a white dress imprinted with black integral signs, and instead of a purse she carried a notepad and a pencil. She was very business-like. When she looked at you, you could tell that she had a sharp, analytical mind. She introduced herself to me as "Mathematica" and told me, "You may call me Lady M. for short." We did not talk a lot. "I hear you are considering the position of the wife, "she said. "Do you know about Horst and me?" I told her that I was informed.
"So, what did you think of her?" Horst asked me after our first meeting. "She looked rather stern and demanding. And I wouldn't be surprised if she were quite a taskmaster," v I said. "That is true," Horst replied, "but I know how to keep her in check. Would you agree to becoming a member of our threesome?" "It's a deal," I said. The deal was closed July 2, 1976, when we got married in St. John the Baptist's Catholic Church in my home village, Gimbte. Willi Jaeger kindly agreed to be the best man at our wedding.
Life as a threesome was easy at first. Horst would spend his days with Lady M. in the math department at the university, and I would teach at a college-prep school. He would spend the evenings and the weekends with me. Only occasionally, while we were sitting at the dinner table, would he look at me absent-mindedly, as though he were in a different world. "Never mind, I was just talking to her," he would say apologetically. Sometimes, in the morning, he would wake up all groggy, go to his study right away and scribble some notes on a notepad. Then he would sigh and say, "I had such a great idea during the night, and I thought the proof would work, but she just proved me wrong."
In 1979, Lady M. got restless for the first time. She suggested she and Horst would go to Heidelberg, where he could work with the group around Willi Jäger and get involved in intriguing research at the center for Stochastical Mathematical Models in the Natural Sciences. She knew that, due to professional obligations, I would have to stay behind in Münster, but she used all her persuasive power. "You want him to realize his dreams, don't you? After all, you are his wife," she said. She knew me well enough, and I gave my consent to Horst and her moving to Heidelberg alone.
During the twelve months that we lived apart, Horst and I became excellent customers of the Deutsche Bundesbahn, traveling between Münster and Heidelberg every weekend. We were looking forward to the weekends and enjoyed our second honeymoon with romantic dinners at cozy restaurants, long walks along the river Neckar, hikes up the Heiligenberg in Heidelberg, and visits to the surrounding castles. In 1980, when I obtained a teaching position at the vi Gymnasium Walldorf near Heidelberg, we resumed the life we had known in Münster. When Ruth, our older daughter (who is now 26) entered our life, Horst would leave Lady M. and the office in the late afternoon and devote the rest of his time to his family. The nights with a baby were stressful, so Lady M. stepped in and arranged for Horst to attend mathematical conferences. He would return refreshed, since he had been able to get a full night's sleep for several days. This was not totally unselfish on her part. She realized that he would only spend productive days with her if she made sure that he would be well rested.
In 1983, she bestowed a special honor on him. To recognize him for his achievements after his "habilitation", she placed a special high head on his head. At the end of his habilitation talk on chaos, he thanked her with the following alliterative poem: Diekmann, was working. At that time, I was not employed because I was taking care of Ruth, who was two years old, and her baby sister, Clara, who was born in March 1985. For me, the stay in Amsterdam that Lady M. had organized was a welcome diversion. After Horst had tended to his duties with Lady M., we would explore the city by bike, walk along the grachten, and drive to the beach at Zaandvort.
After our stay in Amsterdam, Lady M. redirected Horst to Heidelberg as a Heisenberg scholar at the research center Stochastical Mathematical Models in the vii Natural Sciences. Then, in 1987, Lady M. had new plans. This time, she had Horst stay as a visiting professor at Harvey Mudd College in Claremont, California. He collaborated with the late Stavros Busenberg, the late Ken Cooke, and some other researchers whom she had ensnared. During the week, Lady M. occupied Horst's time, but at the weekends we would, as a family, stroll through the beautiful Rancho Santa Ana Botanic Garden, ride an elephant at the Los Angeles Zoo, or explore Laguna Beach.
Life was good until March of 1988, when Lady M. and I got into a serious fight. I had been hoping to return to Germany for good, but Lady M. urged Horst to accept a position at Arizona State University. I vividly remember the duel that we fought in the backyard of the house we had rented on Baughman Avenue in Claremont.
"Do you really expect me to move away from Germany, from all my family and friends, and on top of that to a place where I need to speak English all the time?" I asked.
"Yes," she said. (She was never much of a talker.) "Do you know that I want to resume my teaching job in Germany?" "Yes," she said, "but there will also be teaching opportunities in Tempe. Accepting that position at ASU will be very good for Horst, and for you, too. I will take care of your whole family, and I will give you much more than you can imagine at this time. I promise."
We packed all our belongings in Germany in a container, took 8 suitcases with items that we would need while our furniture was on the ocean, and started a new life in Tempe, Arizona. The people from the moving company had no idea how to assemble German furniture. Hal Smith was kind enough to help Horst tackle this difficult task.
Lady
M. introduced Horst to the wide circle of her admirers, and she stimulated his creativity and productivity. I began a slow but steady ascent to building a satisfying professional career, and she also took good care of our daughters.
Every now and then, especially in the last years, she arranged for gatherings of her followers in remote places, and she also included me. We visited some wonderful It was also a pleasure to explore Le Havre with Maia Martcheva and her husband.
In the course of the 20 years that he has spent teaching at Arizona State University, Horst has collaborated extensively with other mathematicians. This collaboration has led to a publication list of more than one hundred entries. He particularly enjoyed working with his students and introducing them to Lady M. I know that, in his scholarly work, he is committed to excellence. When it comes to his students, he is extremely supportive, not only of their research but also in anything that pertains to their personal well-being.
Horst invested a lot of time and energy in his first book, Mathematics in Population Biology. When it was nearing completion, Lady M. gave me a special assignment. "I want this book to be perfect", she said. ix "You don't know anything about mathematics, which is unfortunate but cannot be helped. However, you know something about spelling and punctuation. So your task will be to proofread the mechanics of the text, and in return I will make sure that Horst dedicates his first book to you."
On the whole, Lady M. has kept her promise of taking care of us all. I am glad that I agreed to our pact, and Horst, Lady M. and I have formed a happy threesome for 36 years. Our daughters also appreciate Horst for his generosity, his support, and his fairness.
This week, December 8-10, 2008, Lady M. is holding a conference in honor of Horst's 60 th birthday. She recruited Zhilan Feng and Tim Lant, who count among her faithful followers, to organize this meeting. I would like to personally thank Zhilan and all the participants of this conference for making this week so special for Horst, the love of my life.
